drinks. Then when we were all a little giddy with
excitement and delight. Joy arose to recite Gogarty's
The Death of Diogenes^ the Doctor's Dog, which is both
a lampoon on the tongue-tied, king-loving Professor
Mahaffy and a parody of Swinburne, written, when
Gogarty was an undergraduate at Trinity, in the
quintains that close the Atalanta in Calydon. I can
hear Joy now chanting the lines that Mahaffy speaks
over the body of the dog which had died on the
voyage from Greece to Ireland, a hound especially
prized because it had been given him by the niece
of the King of Greece:

As I wambled awound
On the gwound that was Gweece

I was given that hound
By the King's little niece,

And had rather be fined e'er I found him to
gaze on his saddest surcease.

And then the Chorus of Scholars in the house com-
ments gravely on the action, with a deeper tone,
adagio pesante:

He was given that hound

By the seed of a King
For the wisdom profound

Of his wide wandering.
But was it the owner, or donor, or dog that
was led by a string?
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